Soul that is everywhere, and in each; and forms all into
one graceful and intelligent whole. . . .

No man was ever yet a great poet, without being at the
same time a profound philosopher. For poetry is the
blossom and the fragrancy of all human knowledge,,
human thoughts, human passions, emotions, language.

COLERIDGE (from Biographia Literaria)

The following fragment is here published at the request
of a poet of great and deserved celebrity, and, as far as
the Author's own opinions are concerned, rather as a
psychological curiosity, than on the ground of any sup-
posed poetic merits.
In the summer of the year 1797, the Author, then in
ill health, had retired to a lonely farm-house between
Porlock and Linton, on the Exmoor confines of Somerset
and Devonshire. In consequence of a slight indisposition,
an anodyne had been prescribed, from the effects of which
he fell asleep in his chair at the moment that he was
reading the following sentence, or words of the same
substance, in Purchases Pilgrimage: " Here the Khan
Kubla commanded a palace to be built, and a stately
garden thereunto. And thus ten miles of fertile ground
were enclosed with a wall." The author continued for
about three hours in a profound sleep, at least of the
external senses, during which time he has the most vivid
confidence that he could not have composed less than
from two to three hundred lines; if that indeed can be
called composition in which all the images rose up
before him as things, with a parallel production of the
correspondent expressions, without any sensation or
consciousness of effort. On awaking he appeared to
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